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One 


Author's Notes: 
This really could be pre-slash this time. Co-Authored with Dramady. Thanks to her for all her hard work with 
this, wouldn\'t have seen the light of day without her. 


It had become a morning ritual over the last year, whether Lukas had been on the road, in the studio, at home 
or whatever. First thing he did after his morning caffeine injection (well aside from shower and dressing) was 
check his email. Looking for a specific address. More often than not, it was there and gave him a warm fuzzy 


feeling that really he didn't want to think about. 


The emails had started out just as one line: ‘Just checking that you're okay’. He'd not even been sure where 
Nikki had gotten his address, until it clicked that he'd probably gotten Tommy to give it to him. Those just 
checkings-in had turned surprisingly quickly into long conversations over the email, chats across the net when 


they were both on and even the occasional phone call 


But until now, except for that week he'd been on tour with the Crue, they'd never managed to be in the same 
place at the same time, both of them home in LA. Nikki had suggested they get together for coffee. Checking 


his mail, he was looking for the older man's email address again, looking for the mail that would tell him that 


something had come up, that really Nikki didn't see the point of them getting together. 
Lukas jumped as his hip vibrated catching him right on the bone. "Ow..fuck." 


"That pleased to hear from me?" The smoky voice laughed, the smoke softened by years of living in LA, the 


Californian accent mellowing something that could be harsh and hard. 


"Fuckin! phone went off right against the hip bone... it hurt," Lukas playfully pouted. He could almost hear the 


older man rolling his eyes. 
"Come on. Move your butt; coffee's getting cold” 


He almost took the phone from his ear and looked at it as though it was alive or something until the sound of 


a car horn stopped him. 


"Lukas, grab your keys and wallet, open the door and walk through the fucking thing. | know you too well. Now 


move your ass." 


Closing his phone and doing as he was told, Lukas found the bass player outside leaning against his car, shades 


on coffee in hand, grinning. "So were you looking this morning, waiting for me to say | had something better to 
do?" 


Taking the offered coffee, his cheeks burned a little at having been that obvious before Nikki gave him a brief 
affectionate hug. "Maybe." 


"Why would | do that?" Nikki shoved Lukas into the passenger seat and shut the door, moving around the car 
to slide into the driver's seat, starting the engine. 


Rubbing his shoulder a little, he looked over at the older man weighing his words. Not something he'd ever do 
on email, but then again he didn't have to deal with Nikki in person on email and neither did he have to deal 
with his temper. Or if he had, he could walk away which he couldn't do in a little, well maybe not so little, tin 
box. He sighed softly knowing that Nikki wouldn't let him tell anything but the truth. "Cause | know it's coming?" 


Lukas found that his hands were gripping the leather of the seat. He wasn't sure if it was Nikki's driving or 
the explosion that he suspected was hidden behind those dark glasses. "Cuz you know what's coming? That 
inevitable moment when | dump your sorry ass because you're a pathetic loser? That moment?" 


The words were said in such a way that it wasn't just the content that had him squirming, it was the Tone as 
well. That infinitely patient tone a parent had when they're explaining something to a small child for the five- 
hundredth time. "Don't mean to shatter your dreams or anything, but I'm not that kinda guy. Just ask T- 
anybody needed his ass-dumping, itd be him." Nikki's quiet chuckle was actually quite infectious and he found 


himself grinning at the comment. 


Sipping his coffee, Lukas turned to look at the profile of the older man, who he'd come to like a lot over the 
last year, even if his driving was somewhat scary (but that could be something to do with the LA traffic as 
well). "What kind of guy are you, dude?" The words slipped out without thought, his cheeks heating as the 


many different ways that could be taken crossed his mind. 


I'm a guy who's been where you're at. | know the potholes and shit. And | like you. A lot. Even when you're 
being a goofy shit" This time even though he couldn't see the other man's eyes, he knew the smile playing 
round his lips reached them. All of which cause a flush to creep up his neck and turn the tip of his nose and 
ears pink, making him squirm all the more because he thought he was well past that kind of reaction. "Aww.. 
fuck Nikki. Quit going mushy on me." Laughter colored his words before he turned serious. "Thank you. Like 
you, too." Aware that maybe those particular words said too much, Lukas laughed again. "Hey! 'm not that bad, 


man. 


"Not most of the time, no. You just need to be reminded every now and then" There was slight smirk that 
would have worried Lukas when they first met, but now he knew it was just a show, mostly. As they got to 
the outskirts of town, he found he could relax bit as bass player's driving either became smoother or he got 
more used to the style (he wasn't really sure which). 


"And | can be as mushy as | want, dammit" Nikki's voice and the laughter therein jolted him back to the here 
and now; away from where his mind had taken him, images that had been cloudy dreams solidifying in to a real 


want in the pit of his stomach, the comment making him grin. 
"So you're stuck with mushy old bastard me." 


Lukas was ever thankful for the fact that his shirt had fairly high collar as that fucking flush was crawling 
over his neck again, his mind giving him a couple of very good ideas about what being stuck with the bass 


player would be like. "I thought that was mushy old git," he joked to cover himself. 


Turning his head and his body a little so he looked at Nikki, having the conversation with him as opposed to the 


windshield, Lukas got to see an eyebrow raised over the top of the shades. "You correcting me?" 


He smirked at the obvious overdramatic outrage and pulled a piece of screwed up paper out of his pocket, 


jokingly waving it at the other man. "See? l's got permission, signed slip from T saying | can correct you." 


Nikki's hand flew off the steering wheel and grabbed the paper. If it hadn't been for the quickly hidden grin 
that he'd caught, Lukas would probably have been crapping himself right about then. His own eyebrow shot up 
as Nikki instead of tossing the paper out the window shoved it between his legs. "See what | think of T's pass? 


I'm never wrong by the way. Remember that." 


Blinking twice before giggling Lukas ended up snorting coffee and wheezing a little which earned him a pat on 
the back. 


"Wasn't that funny, man." Nikki was smiling again 


"What's that? The place where no one dares to go?" The comment earned him a look over the top of the 


glasses, green eyes laughing at him. 


"Wouldn't say that, dude." The smirk that accompanied the bass player's words would be enough to make a 
whore blush let alone him. He muttered something and hid back in his seat as Nikki reached over and patted 


his thigh, the touch, he was sure, was meant to be reassuring or something like that, it wasn't. 


The car turned off the road and pulling up to some roadhouse bar, that looked from the outside that he'd had 
seen better days and probably several fights too many. "Brunch?" 


Before Lukas could open his mouth, his stomach answered for him, further embarrassing him. 
"Don't they feed you?" 


Almost glaring at the other man, he got out the car only to find that Nikki was quicker and leaning against the 
edge of the car, shades pushed up, watching him. "Just playing with you, Lukas. That's all." 


"| know." His foot kicked at the gravel, his hands in his pockets but he returned Nikki's watchful stare, a lot 


better than he would have been a year ago. 
"If it's bothering you, say so, okay? You don't have to take it if you don't want to, not even from me." 


As Lukas looked, a small smile quirked around the other man’s lips. He nodded, a smile of his own matching the 
bass player's. Nikki's words would have surprised him when they first met, even six months ago, but he was 
leaning and learned that he can say almost anything to the other man and he'd accept it. Not even Tommy 
would let him go that far. 


Stepping aside Nikki wrapped an arm around his shoulder and guided them into the bar. "But I'm still never 
wrong, ‘kay?" 


Smirking, he shook off the other man's touch knowing that it would be just too easy to leave it there. "If 
you're never wrong, how'd you end up with a couple of kids and no wife?" He even managed to maintain a 


picture of innocence as their waiter took them to their booth. 


Once sat, Nikki pocketed his glasses and scowled over at him, which almost had Lukas twitching for a moment 
before the other man burst into laughter, the sound loud and obviously amused. "Touché. | couldn't keep it in 


my pants." 


This time, Lukas managed not to blush as his mind supplied him with way too much information, much to his 


relief. 


The meal was fun and lively, the steaks perfectly cooked and the company good. They talked and joked, told 
stories, some funny, some not. They filled in a few gaps that hadn't been filled before and basically enjoyed 


each other's company. Nikki even gave him several pieces of ammunition to wind Tommy up with. 


The journey back into town was quiet; they had the top down and the music obnoxiously high, which earned 
them several nasty looks. That just had them laughing and occasionally flipped the odd person off as they 
drove back to his place. It had been a good morning and if he was honest with himself, he really didn't want it 
to end. 


As the car stopped he fiddled with his seatbelt for a couple of moments before releasing it. His place was 
quiet, off the beaten track. Even though it was pretty much in town, it didn't feel like it and gave him some 
measure of privacy. Lukas started as the electronic motors whirred and brought the top of the car back up. 
Twisting, he turned toward Nikki, facing him as much as was possible. "Thank you." What he was thanking the 


older man for, he didn't know really. 

"Nothing to thank me for, man." Nikki's soft smile reached his eyes, uncovered by the shades that now rested 
on the top of his head. "You know where | am. Call, email, whatever. Next time, you're paying.” The smile 
widened, making Lukas smile back 

"Will do." He reached for the door handle pushing it open to step out, but something stopped him turning back, 
his eyes meeting green ones just moments before he felt Nikki's lips on his. Brief butterfly wings gone in an 
instant. 


"Make sure that you do." 


Stepping out the car, Lukas shook his head, smiling. Pushing the door shut, he fished for his keys at Nikki 
drove off. 


~End~ 


